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wake. A sugar barque was being towed from the bone yard
to the sea. The sun-wash was on the water, and life was big.
There It was, the smack and slap of the spirit of revolt, of
adventure and romance.

To-morrow he would be an oyster pirate, as free a free-
booter as the century and the waters of San Francisco Bay
would permit. He would outfit his grub and water in the
morning, hoist the big mainsail, and beat his way out of the
Estuary on the last of the ebb. Then he would slack sheets,
and on the first of the flood run down the Bay to Asparagus
Island and anchor off-shore. And at last his dream would
be realised: he would sleep upon the water.